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Usual

CHAPTER 1.
“Weep no more, my lady.”
YOUNG woman was crying bit- |
terly in the waltipg room of
the rallway station at Upper
Asquewan Falls, N. ¥,

A beautiful young woman? That is|
exsetly what Billy Magee wanted to|
know as, closing the walling room
door bebind him, he stood staring jun;
foside. Were the features against |
which that frail bit of cambric WaS
agounizing!y pressed of a pleasing con
toor? The girl's neatly tallored cordu
roy suit and ber Gippant but charming
millinery auvgured well Should he |
®ep gallantly forward and inguire in
Wympathetic tones as to the cause of

d

Ber woe? Khouold he carry chivalry
lwen to the lengthhs of Upper ASque

+ Ko: Mr Mages decided he wounid not
The train that had just roared away
Iaty the dusk had pot brogght him |
from the region of skyscrapers and
dertiy hats for deeds of knight errant
Iy up state. Anvhow the girl's tears |
.¥ere pone of bis business. A railway |
Station was a pstural piace for grief—
‘A fald of many partings, upon whoae
floor fell often In torrents the tears of
those Jeft Lehind. A friend. maybap
% lover. had been whisked off into the
uight by the relentless 534 local. Why
oot 4 lover? Surely about such a daln-
t¥, trim figure as this courtiers hover-
ol a» moths about a fame OUpor a
tender int/mate sorrow it was not the
place of an npknown Magee to intrude.
Be put bis band geutly upon the latch |
of the doar |
‘! Apd yet dim and beartless and cold
was the ipterior of that walting room. II
No place surely for a gentleman to
lsate a iandy sorrowful, particulariy
when the lady was so alluring. Oh. |
beyond gquestion sbe was most alior- |
ing. Mr. Magee stepped softly to the |
ticket window and made low volced |
fsquiry of the man inside ]
“What's she crying about?™ he asked.
“Thacks,” said the ticket agent *I
™ asked the same old questions ﬂ:
offen one !ike yours sort of breaks the |
mogotony. Sorry 1 can't help you. |
Be's 2 womun, and the Lord only|
kmowy why women cry. And wl
!

wan Falls® ]
|
|

times | reckon even he must bes a Nt-
ts puzzied. Now, my wife"— |

“1 think Il ask her.” confided Mr.
Magee in a hoarse whisper.

“Ob, | wouldn't,” advised the man
bebind tha bars. “It's best to let "em |
Slose. They stop quicker If they ain‘tl
Botiend "

“Bot she's in trouble,” argued Bl}!yi

“And so'll yon be most llkely.” re- |
pooded the cyule, “If you interfere |
No, wires’ Take my adrice. Shool
old Asquewan's rapids in a barrel If

Cockroaches

At the fror sign of the repulsive cockroach
8¢ waterbug, get a box of the genuine Stearns’
Bectric Rat and Rosch Paste and wee it ac- |
mﬂzu&ucﬁm-nﬂhm.ﬂ‘m-
& pweep up & of dead cockr {

for use; mo mixing. Docs oot blew

o the food like powders,

| turned away.

AL

you want to, but keep away from cry-
ing women."

Mr. Magee, approaching. thought
himself again in the college yard at
dusk. with the great eims sighing over-
head and the fresh young voices of
the glee cind ringing out from the steps

L

of a century old bullding. TWhat were
the words they sang so many times?
Weep no more, my lady,
Oh, weep no more today!

He regretted that he could not make
nsa of tham. Bnt troubadours, he
knew, went out of fashion long before
rallway stations came in. So his re-
mark to the young woman was not at
all melodious:

“Can 1 do anything?"

A portion of the handkerchief was

. removed and.an eye which, Mr. Magee

noted. was of an admirable blue, peep-
ed out at bim. To the gaze of even
a solitary eye Mr. Magee's aspect was
decidedly pleasing. Mr. Magee thought
he read approval in the lone eye of
bive. When the lady spoke, howerver,
be hastily revised his oplmion.

“Yes,” she sald, “you can do some
thing. You can go away—far, far
away.”

Mr, Magee stiffenad. Thus chivalry
fared in Upper Asquewan Falls In the
year 1011,

“] beg vyour pardon.,” he remarked.
“You seemed to be in trouble, and I
thonght I might possibly be of some

| assistance.”

The girl removed the entire handker-
chief. The other eye proved to be the
same admirable blue—s bine halfway
between the shade of her corduroy suilt
and that of the facky’'s costume in the
“Soa the World—Joln the Navy"” poster

that served as background to her woe. |

"

“1 don't mean to be rude,” she ex-
plained more gently, “but—I'm crying,

“1£ § had only been regulariy intro-
duced to you and all that,” responded
Mr. Magee, 1 could make a very
fiattering reply.” And a true one, bhe
added to himself, for even in the faint

| gickering light of the station he found

ample reason for rejolcing that the it
of cambric was no longer agonizingly
pressed. As yet he had scarcely look-
ed away from her eyes, but he was
dimly aware that up above wisps of

golden hair peeped impudeontly from |

beneath a sancy black bat.
“Ay grief,” said the girl, “is otterly
silly and—womanish. I think it wounld

| be best to leave me alone with it
| Thank you for your interest

And-—
would you mind asking the gentleman
who is pressing his face so feverishly
against the bars to kindly close nhis
wiondow "

“Certalnly.” replied Mr. Magee. He
As he did so be collided
with a rather excessive lady. She
gave the impression of solldity and
bulk. Her mouth was hard and know-
fug. Mr. Magee feit that she wanted
to wote and that she would say as
much from time to time. The lady

RN

N\l“\

“] was erying, mamma” the girl ex-
plained.

had a glittering eye. She put it to its
time honered use and fixed Mr. Mages
with IC

“] was crying, mamma."” the giri ex-
plained, “and this gentleman inquired
if be could be of any service.”

Msmma! Mr. Magee wanted to add
his tears to thowe of the girl. Tuis
frajl and lovely damsel in distress
owning as ber maternal parent o
heavy UDDecessary—person!

“Well, they aln't mo use gettin’ all
worked up for pothing.” adrised the
nppleasant parent Mr. Mages waa
surprised thet o her tone there Was
no bestility to bim—thus beiying ber
jooks. *“Melbe the gentieman csn al
mctnlloasoodhoul."lh.nddﬂ
with & rather stagy smile.

“I'm a stranger bere, foo,” HIr. Ma-
gee replied. 1"l interview the man
over there Lo the case.”

4

|

| you see, and a girl simply can't look l
| attractive when she cries.”

Ll

The geptieman referred to was not
cheerful in his replles. There was, ha
said, Baidpate inn.

“Ob, yes, Baldpate inn"
Bllly Magee with interest.

“Yes. that's a pretty swell place,”|
sald the ticket agent. *“Bat it aln't!
open now. It's a summer resort |
There gin't no place open now, but the
Commereial House. And ! wouldn't!
recommend no human belng there—es. |
pecially no lady who was sad before!
she ever saw " }

Mr. Magee expinined to the Incon-|
gruous family pair walting on the
bench.

*“There's only one hotel,” he said. |
“and I'm told it's not exactly the place
for any one whose outlook on Jife is
not rosy at the moment. I'm sorry.”

“it will do very well,” answered the
girl, “whatever it 18" She smiled at
Bllly Magee. “My outlook on life in
Upper Asquewan Falls" ghe sald,
“grows rosjer every minute. We must
fird a cab.™

She began to gather up her traveling |
bags, and Mr. Magee hastened to as- |
sist. The three went out on the sta- |
tion platform, upon which lay a thin |
carpet of snowfilnkes. There the older |
woman, in & barsh rasping rolce.g
found fault with Upper Asquewan |
Frlis—its geography, its public spirit, |
its brand of weather. A dejected cab |
at the end of the platform nood'
mourning ita lonely lot. In it Mr. Ma- |
gee placed the large lady and the bags. |
Then, while the driver climbed to hls
seat he spoke into the Invisible ear of
the girl

“You baven't told me why you
cried,” he reminded her. 1

“Upper Asguewan Falls,” she said,
“isn’t it reason enough? |

Billy Mages looked: saw a row of |
gloomy buildings that seemed to list|
as the wind blew, a blurred =ign.
“Liguor and Cigam." a street thatstag-
gered away into the dark like =
man who had lingered too long at the
emporium back of the sign.

“Are you doomed to stay bhere long?™
hes asked.

“Come on, Mary,” cried a deep voice
from the cab, “Get in and shut the

rupstodi

door. I'm freezing." I

“It all depends™ sald the girl
“Thank you for belng so kind and—
good night.™

The door closed with a muffied bang,
the czb creaked wearlly away and Mr.
Magee turned back to the dim walting
room.

“Well, what was she crying for?®”
inquired the ticket agent when BMr
Magee stood again at his cell window, |

“She didn't think much of your|
town,” responded Magee. “EBhe intl-|
mated that it made her heavy of|
beart.”

“H'm! It ain't muoch of a place,” ad-
mitted fhe man, “though it ain’t the
general rule with visitors to burst into |
tears at sight of it Yes, Upper As-
quewan is slow, and no mistake. It
gets on my nerves sometimes. Noth-
ing to do bot work, work, work, and
then lay down angd wait for tomorrow.
I used to think maybe some day they'd
transfer me down to Hooperstown—
there's moving pictures and such go-|
fogs on down there. But the raliroad |
pnever mnotices you—unless ¥yoo go
wrong. Yes, sir; sometimes 1 want to
clear out of this town mysell.”

A patural wanderlust,” sympathiz-
ed Mr. Magee. “You said somethlog
just mow about Baldpate inn"—

“Yes: it's a litle more lively in sum-
mer, when that's open,” answered the
agent “We get a lot of complaints
about trunks not coming from pretty
swell people too. It sort of cheers
things." His eye roamed with inter-
est’over Mr. Magee's New York attire
“But Baldpate inn fa shut up tight
pow. ‘This is nothing but an annex
to m graveyard In winter. You wasn't
thinking of stopping off here, ~ was
you ™

“Well, 1 want to see & man named
Elijah Quimby,” Mr. Magee replied.
“Do you know hlm*

“Of course,” sald the yearner for
pastures new. “He's caretaker of the
inn. His house Is about a mile out on
the old Miller rond that leads up Bald-
pate. Come outslde and 1
how to get there"

The two men went out into the whirl- |
ing snow, and the agent waved a band |
indefinitely up at the night.

“If it was clear,” he
see Baldpate mount: over yonder
looking down on the faiis, sort of keep-
fng an eye on us to make sure we
don’t get reckless. And balfway up
you'd see Baldpate inn, black and
peaceful and wintery. Just follow
this street to the third corner and turn
to your left. Elljah lives in a lttle
‘house back among the trees a mile out
There's a gate you'll sure bear creak-
ing on & night llkesthis.™

Billy Magee thanked bim and., gath-
ering up his two bags, walked up
Main street. A dreary, forbidding
building at the first corner bore the
sign “Commercial House.”

Weep no mare. my lady,

Oh, weep BO more today!
butuaret LMr. Magee cynically uader
bis breath and glanced vp at the soll-
tary upstals window that gleamed
yellow in the nixht

At a corner on which stood s little
shop that advertised “Groceries and
Provisions” ke paused.

“Let me see,” be ponder~d. “The
Hghts will be turned off. of rourse.
Capdles and s lttle somsthing for the
foner man ip cass it's the closed sea-
son for cooks.”

He went inside. where & weary old
woman served bim.

“What sort of candles? she In.
qguired, with the alr of one who Rad
an infoite variety In stock. Mr. Ma-
ges remembered that Christmas was
near,

“For a Obristmas tree.” be explain-
ol. Hae asked for tvo bundred.

“I've only got forty,” the womazn
sald. *“What's this tree for—the Or

ved his journey through the stinging
EDOW.

“Don Quizote, my boy,” be mutter-
od., “l know bhow you falt when you
moved on the windmilla.”

It was not the whir of windmills,
but the creak of a gate in the storin

" tell youl

«=id, “youn could |

m:m.m.muu-n

—
—

stop. He walked glha u
to Elljah Quimby's dci?: e o

Iin snswer to Bllly Magee's guy
knock, a man of about sixty years ap-
peared. Evidently be bad just finlsh-
ed supper. At the moment he was
engaged In lighting his pipe. He ad-
mitted Alr. Mages into the Intimacy
of the kitchen, and todk a number or'
calm judicious puffs on the plpe be-i
fore speaking to his visitor.

“My name's Magee” blithely ex-
plained that gentileman., dragging in
his bags. “And you're Elijab Quimby, |
of course. How are you? Glad to see |
you."

The older man dld mot reply, but
regarded MNr. Magee wonderingly
through white puffs of smoke. His
face was kindly, gentle, fneffectual,

“Yes,” be admitted at Iast. “Yes,
I'm Quimby.”

Mr. Magee threw back his coat, and
sprayed with snow Mrs, Quimby's im-
maculate floor.

“I'm Magee,” he elucidated again,
*“William Hallowell Magee, the man |
Hal Bentley wrote to you about You |
got his letter, didn't youo?™

Mr. Quimby removed his pipe and
forgot to <lose the. aperture as he
stared in amazement.

“Good Lord,” he cried; “youn don't |
mean—you've really come? Why, we |
~—we thooght it was all a joke!™ |

“Hal Bentley has bis hnmorous mo- |
ments,” agreed Mr. Magee, “but it :
isn't his habit to filng his jests Intoi
Upper Asquewan Falls."

“Amd—and you're really golng to"—
Mr. Quimby could get no further.

“Yes," said Mr. Magee brightly, slip-
ping into a rocking chair. “Yes; I'm
golog to spend the next few months
at Baldpate inn."”

“It's closed,” expostulated Mr. Quim-
by. *““The inn is closed, young fellow.”

“1 knew it's closed,” amlied Magee
“That's the very reason I'm going to
honor it with my presence. 1'm sorry
to take spu out on a night like this,
but I'1l have to ask you to lead me up
to Baldpate. I belleve those were Hal
Bentley’s instructious—in the letter.”

Mr. Quimby towered above Mr. Ma-
gee, a shirt sleeved statue of honest
American manhood. He scowled.

“Excuse a plain question, young
man,” he said, “but what are you hid-
ing from?”

“I'm not hiding,” sald Magee. “Didn’t |
Bentley explain? Well, I'll try to, |
though I"mm not sure you'll understand.
8it down, Mr. Quimby. You are not, 1
take it, the sort of man to follow close-
Iy the frivolous literature of the day.” |

“What's that?” inquired Mr. Quimby. |

“You domn't read,” continued Mr. Ma-
gee, “the sort of novels that are sold
by the pound in the department stores.
Now, If you had a daughter—a flufly
daughter inseparable from a hammock
in the summer—she could belp me ex- |
plain. You see—l write those novels.
Wild thrilling tales for the tired busi-
ness man's tired wife—shots in the

night, chases after fortunes, Cupid
busy with his arrows all over the
place! It's good fun, and I like to do

it. There's money in it."

“Jjs there?' asked Mr. Quimby, with
a show of interest.

“Considerable,” repiled Mr. Magee.
“But now and then I get a longing to
do something that will make the critics
slt up—the real thing, you know. The
other day 1 picked up a newspaper and
found my latest brain child aflvertised
as ‘the best fall novel Magee ever
wrote.' It got on my nerves. [ felt
like a literary dressmaker, and I could
see my public laying down my fall
novel and sighing for my early spring
styles in fictlon. 1 reémembered that
once upon a time a critic advised me
to go away for ten years to some quiet
spot and think. 1 decided to do It
Baldpate inn is the quiet spot.”

“You dont mean,” gasped Mr. Quim-
by, “that you're going to stay tneml
ten vears?’

“Bless vou, no!" sald Mr. Magee. |
“Critics exaggerate. Two months will
do. They say 1 am a cheap melo-
dramatic ranter. They say 1 don't go
decp. They say my thinking process
ts & seream. I'm afraid they're right
Now, I'm going to go up to Baldpate
{nn and think. I'm going to get away |
from melodrama. I'm golng to do a |
novel so fine and Mterary that Heory i
Cabot Lodge will come to me with
tears in his eyves and ask me (o Join |
bis bunch of self made Immortals. I'm |
going to do =il this uop there at the
inn, sltting on the mountain aund look-
ing down on this iittle old world as
Jove looked down from Olympus.”

“] don't know who you meap,” ob-
jected Mr. Quimby.

“He was a god—the god of the fruilt
stand men,” erplalned Magee “Plc-
ture me, if you can, depressed by the
overwhelming success of my Ilatest !
braln child. Plcture me meeting Hal |
Bentley n a Forty-fourth street club |
and asking him for the location of the |
lopesomest spot on earth. Hal thought |
a minute. °‘I've got i’ be sald, ‘the |
lopesomest spot that's happened to |
date is a summer resort in midwioter.
it makes Crusoce's fsland look like
Coney on & warm Sunday afternoon in |
comparison.’ The talk flowed on along
with other things. Hal told me his fa-
ther owned Baldpate inn and that you
were ap old friend of his. who would
be bappy for the entire winter over |

the chance to serve him. He bappened |
to have a key to the place—the key
welght of it—and he gave it to me. He
also wrote you to look after me. So
CHAPTER Il ——T
Alone on Baidpate Mountain.

Afr. Quimby p . *No,

it ain't what you might call

glad to do anything i1 can for young
Mr. Bentley, but I can't belp wonder-
there's & lot of things you Lhaven't took

into consideration.”

marked Mrs Quimby, bustling for
ward. “How are you golog to keep
“The suits on the second floor,™ said
Mr. Magee, "are, 1 hear, equipped with
the forest pri-
he willi re-

v

to the big front door, 1 guess, from the
bere | am™
HIS ain't exactiy—regular,”
T a freguent occurrence. I'm
ing what his father will say. And
“Phere certainly ls, yOUng man,"” re-
warm in that big barn of a place?
fireplaces. '“Llr. Quimby will keep me

—_— =

| Quimby's broad, “cheerful face. Mr.

| coldest blast of air Mr.

| should wake the dead.

- —

celve $20 n week.™

“And light?" asked Mrs. Quimby.

“For the present. candles. 1 bave |
forty im that package. Later, perhaps.
you can find me gn ofl lamp. Ob, er-|
ersthing will be provided for.”

“Well,” remarked Mr. Quimby, look-
ing In a dazed fashion at his wife
“I'll reckon I'll have to talk it over
with ma.”

The two retired to the npext room.
and Mr. Magee fixed his eyes on a'
“God Bless Our Home™ motto while ha |
awalted their return. Presently they |
reappeared. i

“Was yon thinking of eating? in- |
quired Mrs Quimby sarcastically,
“while you stayed up there®

“] certainly wss,” smiled Mr. Magee. |
“For the most part 1 will prepare my
own meals from cans and—er—jars—
and such pagan sources. But nowand
then youo, Mrs. Quimby, are golng to |
send me something cooked as no other |
woman in the county can cook it. 1/
can see it in your eyes. In my pﬂOl’li
way I shall try to repay you.” |

He continued to smile into Mrs

Mnagee had the type of smile that
moves men to part with ten until S8at-
urday and women to closa their eyes
and dream of Sir Lavncelot

“It's all Axed.” he cried. “We'li nt‘
on splendidly. And now—for Baldpate |
inn."

“Not just yet” sald Mrs. Quimby. |
“I ain't one to let anybody go up to
Baldgate inn unfed. [ "spose we're
sort o' responsible for you while you're |
up here. You just set right down and
I'll have your supper hot and smok-
ing on the table in pe time.”

Mr. Magee entered into no dispute on
this polnt, and for half an hour he |
was the pleased recipient of adrvice,
philosophy and food. When he had |
assured Mra. Quimby. that he had eat- |
en enough to last bim the entire two |
months he intended spending at the inn
Mr. Quimby came in, attired in a huge
“before the war” ulster and carrying a
lighted lantern.

“So you're going to sit up there and
write things,” he commentad. *“Well,
I reckon you'll be left to yourself, all
d‘ht."

“] hope s=0,” responded Mr. Magee.
“I want to be so lonesome I'll sob
myself to sleep every night. It's the
only road to immortslity. Goodby,
Mrs. Quimby. In my fortress on the
mountaln I shall expect an occaslonal
culinary message from you." He took
ber plump bhand. This motherly little
woman seemed the last link binding
bhim to the world of reality. |

“(Goodby,” amiled Mrs. Quimby. “Bea
eareful of matches."

Mr. Quimby led the way with the

lantern, and presently they stepped
out upon the road. i

“By the way, Quimby,"” remlrked].
Mr. Magee, “is there a girl in your
town who has blue eyes, light hair
and the general air of a gueen out
shopping "

“Light bhalr!™ repeated Quimby.

“There's Sally Perry. She teaches in |
the Methodist Sunday school.” -

“No,” said Mr. Magee “My de-
scription was poor, I'm afraid. This
one I refer to. when she weeps, gives
the general effect of mist on the sea
at dawn. The Methodists do not mo-
nopolize her.”

*“I read boocks, and I read newspa-
pers,” said Mr. Quimby, “but a lot of
your talk I don’t understand.”

“The critics,” replied Billy Magee,
“could explain. My stuff is only for
low brows. Lead on, Mr. Quimby.”

Baldpate inn did not stand tiptoe on
the misty mountain top. Instead it
clung with’ grim determination to the
side of Baldpate, about halfwuy up,
much as a city man ciings to the run-
niog board of an open street car. This
was the comparison Mr. Magee made,
and even sg he made it be knew that
atmospheric conditions rendered It
guestionable. For an open street car
suggests summer and the ball park;
Baldpate inn, ss it shouldered darkly
foto Mr. Magee's ken, suggested win-
ter at its most wintry.

About the great black shape that
was  the inn, HHke arms, stretched
broad verandas. Mr. Magee remarked
upon themn to his companion.

“Those porches and balconies and
things.” be sald, “will come in handy
im cooling the fevered brow of genius.”

“There ain’'t much fever in this local-
ity,” the practical Quimby assured
im, “especially pot In winter.™

Sllenced, Mr. Magee followed the
laptern of Quimby over the snow to
the broad steps, and up to the great
front door, There Magee produced
from beneath his coat am Impressive
Key. Mr. Quimby made as though to
assist, but was waved aside.

“This is & geremony,” Mr Magee
told him, “some day Sunday newspa-
per stories will be written about it
Baldpate inn opening its doors to the
great American novel!”

He placed the key in the lock, turned
it, and the door swung open. The
Magee had
ever encountered swept out from the
dark interior.

“Whew,” he cried, "we've discover-
ed another pole!

“It's stale sir,” remarked Quimby,

=You mean the polir aupoapbere,”
replied Magee. “Yes, It is pretty
atale. Jack Londos and Dr. Cook
have worked it to death.”

=] mean,” sald Quimby, “this alr has
been in bere alone too lopg It's as
stale as last week's newspaper. We
ecouldn’t beat it with a million fres,
We'll have to let in some warm air
from outsids first."

“Warm atr—homph!"” remarked Mr.
Magee., “Well, live and learn.”

The two stood togpther in = great
bare room. When they stepped for-
ward the sound of thelr shoes on the
hard wood seemed the boom that

“This {s the hotel office,” explained
Mr. Quimby.

At . the left of the door was the
clerk's desk. Bebind it loomed a gresat
safe and a peries of pigeonholes for
the mail of the guests. Opposite the
front door a wide stalrway led to n
landing halfway op, where the stalrs
were divorced and went to the right
and left in search of the floor above
Mr, Magee surveyed the stairway erit-

teally.
“A great place,” he remarked, “tn
show off the talents of your dresgmak-

the lungs in a fit state,
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bine tonic qualities with a laxati

medical science.
removes that objection.

Many people who have used Peru
am now enjoying perfect health.”

“Peruna Is

Breathe Through 3
' The Nose |

Nose breathing is essential to good health. Drawing the air
through the nose warms it, strains out the dust and presents it to A
guarding the lungs against chilling and the
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dross and renders it ready for excretion, Then with the.

proper laxative health can be easily maintained.

Tonic-Laxative

Next to fresh air is the importance of regular bowels. In all ‘
bowels a tonic laxative should be used. To com-

Laxatives naturally depress. The tonic element

Peruna should be in every householdl be-
cause it fulfills every quality to make it an effective tonic laxative.

Family Medicine”
---Sold by druggists everywhere

ve is the latest achievement in

na are able to say truthfully, “I

{er, eh, Quimby? Can’t you just see

the stunning gowns coming down that
stair io state and the young men be-
low here agitated in thelr bosoms?”

“No, I can't,” sald Mr. Quimby
trankly.

“I can't either, to tell the truth”
laughed Billy Magee. He turped up
his collar. *It's llke plcturing a sum-
mer girl sitting on an iceberg and
swinging her openwork hoslery over
the edge. 1 don't suppose it's neces-
sary to register. I'll go right up and
select my apartmeggs.""

It was upon & t of rooms that
bore the number seven on their door
that Mr. Magee's cholce fell. A large
parior with a fireplace that a few
blazing logs would cheer, a bedroom,
whose bed was destitute of all save
mattress and springs, and a bathroom
comprised his kingdom.

Mr. Magee inspected his apartment
The windows were all of the low
French variety and opened out upon
a broad snow covered balcony which
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vouldn’t wandar round none,” he ad-
vised. “You might fall down some-
thing—or something."

was in reality the roof of The first
floor veranda. On this balcony Magee
stood a moment, watching the trees on.
Baldpate wave their black arms in the
wind and the lights of Upper Asque-
wan Falls wipk knowingly up at him.
Then he came inside, and his invest!-
gations brought him presently to 1
tuob in the bathroom.

“Fine” he cried—*a cold plunge
the morping before the dally strug.
for immortality begins!"

He turpned the spigot. Nothing bap-

“] reckom,” drawled XMr. Quimby
from the bedroom, *you'll carry your
cold plupge up from the well back of
the inn before you plunge ioto it. The
waters turned off. We can’t take
chances with busted plpes.”

“0Of course,” replied Magee less
hilthely. His ardor was somewhbat
dampened—a paradox—by the fallure
of the spigot to gush forth a respoose.
*“Thers's nothing I'd enjoy more than |
carrylng elght palls of water upstairs’
every mornipg to get up am appetite |
for—what? Oh, well, the Lord will |
provide. If we propose to best up the
great Amerfean outdoors, Quimby, 1
think it's time we had a fire.”

Scon Quimby came back with kip-
dling and logs, agd subsequeptly a |
poisy fire roared in the grate.

“f wonidn't wander round nope.” he
advised. *“Yon might fall down some-
thing—or something. 1 been liviug o
these parts off and _on for sixty years
apd more, and pol>ug Hie this ever
came under my observation before.
Howsomever, I guess it's &l right if
Mr. Bentiey says so. I'll come up in
tbe morning and see you down to the
traln.”

“What train? fogoired Mr. Magee.

“Your train back to New York city,”
repled Mr. Quimby. “Don't try to
start back in the night. There ain't no
train g1 morning.”

“Ab, Quimby.,” lauched Mr. Nagee,
“you tannt me You think 1 won't
stick It out. But I'll ahow you. I tell
you I'm hungry for selitode™

“That's all right,” Mr. Quimby re-
sponded. “You can't make three sgnare
meals & day off solitude.”

“I'm desperate,” said Magee. “Henry |

Cabot Lodge must come to me, | say,
with tears In his eyes. Ever sae the

wenator that way® No? It lsn't.going|

‘sport with Amaryilis in the shade of

| claimed the existence of Upper Asque-

up ners and write what T find. Neo
more shots in the night. Just the ad-
venture of soul and soul. Do you see?
By the way, here's $20, your frst
week's pay as caretaker of a New
York Quixote.” '

“What's that?” asked Quimby. |

“Quixzote.” explained Mr. Magee,
“was a Spanish lad who was a little
confused in his mind and went about
the country putting up at s re-
sorts in midwinter.”

“I'd expect it of a Spaniard.,” Quim-
by said. *“Be careful of that fire, T'll
be up In,the norning.” He stowed
away the bill Mr. Magee had gives
him. *“I guess nothing will interfers
with your lonesomeness. Leastways [
hope it won't. Good night.” y

AMr. Magee bade the man good night
and listened to the thump of his boots
and the eclosing of the great front
door. From his windows he watched
the caretaker move down the road
without looking back. to disappear st
last in the white night. y

Throwing off his great coat, Mr. Ma-
ges noisily attacked the fire. Tha
blaze flared red on his strong, humor- |
ous mouth, In his smiling eyes, Next,
in the flickering half light of guit T
he distributed the contents of his trav-
eling bags about. On the table he
placed a number of new magazines
and a few bools.

Then Mr. Magee sat down in the blg
jeather chair before the fire and caught
bis breath.

Yes, bere he was, and here was the
solitunde he had come to find. Mr, Ma-
gee looked nervously about, and the
smile dled out of his gray eveg. For
the first time misgivings smote him,
Might one mot have too much of &
good thing? A silence like that of the
tomb had descended. He recalled sto-
ries of men who went mad from lone-
liness. What place lonelier than this? g
The wind howled along the balcony; it
rattled the windows. Outside bis door
lay a great black cave, In summer_gay
with men and maids, now lke Cru-
soe's island before the old man landed.

“Alone, alone; all, all alone,” quoted
Mr. Magee. *If I can't think here it
will be because I'm not equipped with
the apparatus. I will. I'll show the
gloomy old crities! 1 wonder what's
doing In New York?" ;

New York! Mr. Magee looked at his
watch. Eight o'clock. The great street
was ablaze. The crowds were parad-
ing from the restaurants to the thea-
ters. The electric signs were pasting
lurtd legends on a Jong suffering sky;
the taxis were spraying throats with
gasoline; the trafic cop at Broadway
and Forty-second street was madly
earning his pay. Mr. Magee got up
and walked the floor. New York!

Probably ‘the telepbone in his rooms
was jangling, vainly calling forth to

the rubber trees Billy Magee—Bllly
Magee who sat alope in the silence on
Baldpate wountain. Few knew of his
departure. This was the night of that
stupid attempt at theatricals at the
Plaga, stupid in itself, but gay, almost
giddy. since Helen Favlkner was to be |
there. This was the night of the din-
ner to Carey at the club. This was the
night—of mapy diverting things. f
He #firode to the window and looked
down at the few dim lights that pro-

wan KFalls. Somewhere down there
was the Commerclal House; some-

where the girl who had wept 50 bit-

terly in that gleomy little walting
room. Bhe was only three miles away,
and the thought cheered Mr. Magee.
After all, be was not on a desert 18-

And yvet he was alone, intensely, al-
maost painfolly, alone—alone in a vast |
woaning honse that must be his only
home until he could go back to the guy
city with his masterpiece. What &
niasterpiece! As thoogh with a sur-
geon's knife it would lay bare the
hearts of men. No tricks of plot. no—

«To be Contlnued Next Saturdsy.)

Piles Cured in 6 to 14 Days
Druggists refund money if Pazo Oilnt-
ment fails to cure Iichiog, Bﬂi ;
Blesding or Protruding Plles. =i -
application gives rellef, S0c.—(Adv.) ;

Don’t Put 0“,

ne«kila‘brew from the illnesses
cHUSE defective action of the or-
dvlmtlul. Most rus sick-
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reases got . start in troubles
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to be an easy job. I must put it over. |
I_must go deep into the bearts of mes




